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ex-Fuehrer, as ecstatic as the German nurse, tiptoes across
the room to hang some little garments on the radiator.
. . . "Dew and Manna. . . . Manna and Dew/5 he
says, "Glorious. Splendid."
. . . Those are the names of the twins, called for the
blessing that Jehovah bestowed on their ancestors in the
wilderness.
. . . Twelve grave, enormous, metallic notes sound
through the room—and then all the hooters of the Thames
and all the taxi horns in London. The radio remarks:
"A happy New Year to all mankind. National B.B.C.
speaking."
. . . And surely, I said, this is the American Home,
Nothing but peace and goodwill to all mankind. No wall;
no malice. And dew and manna by the blessing of God.
In London it is already next year! It won't be that for
hours here.
§
. . . The Brooklyn matron glances up from her book across
the darkly illuminated waters. Marvellous, simply marvellous,
she says to the lights of downtown New York, aspiring.
She returns her gaze to her book. Inspector Maigret, with
his pipe going, is following a trail down the Boulevard
St. Michel, crossing by the blown spray of the fountains
of the rue Soufflot, in under the shadows of the deep
Luxemburg trees, past the Medici fountain.
. . . She looks up with an agonized face.
"He hasn't any right to write about those streets," she says.
"They're my streets I"
§
Damn it, / must have someone to put up against a wall.
I'm not a proper man if I haven't.
... It was at the New Year's Party proper. How different
these things are from parties in the time that we have for-
gotten . , . that did not exist! I went away from one,
stealing away as if over corpses, the only soul erect by grace
of long lines of hard-drinking ancestors, I suppose. And
others, others, others; Heaven forgive the man who first

